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and facing that again is the most famous of all the
Helen's Tower poems, those ingenious verses which
Lord Tennyson supplied to him in October, 1861 :

' Helen's Tower here I stand,
Dominant over sea and land.
Son's love built me, and I hold
Mother's love in lettered gold.
Would my granite girth were strong
As either love, to last as long.
I should wear my crown entire
To and thro' the Doomsday fire,
And be found of angel eyes
In earth's recurring Paradise.'

Lord Dufferin was overjoyed at receiving this neat
little poem:

* It is,' he wrote to the Laureate, e very rare in this
world that we poor human creatures can make each
other supremely happy, but that is what you have made
me ... After I had sent my letter I felt that the whole
subject must remain a blank to you and that I had asked
for an impossibility. Indeed I myself scarcely knew what
I wanted. I only felt in a blind way that something
beautiful might be written, but until your packet arrived
I could arrive at no conception of what form it would
take. But you have solved the mystery in a manner sur-
passing all my expectations. The thought is so grand and
simple, and my tower speaks in such nervous granite-
like words. . . . What I like so too is the quaint Teutonic
feeling which somehow seems to me to pervade the
lines, at least s.o I fancy, and that is what I had desired.
You have indeed crowned all my Tower and all my wishes,
and most grateful am I. Hundreds of years hence, perhaps,
men and women, sons and daughters of my house, will
read in what you have written a story that must otherwise
have been forgotten, and will reckon the kindness you